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should at this time of my life suddenly encounter my fate. It was
almost impossible for me to restrain myself the other day at the
banquet; during the last few days I know not where I am going
when I walk nor the taste of things when I eat. I fear that I shall
not last many days if things go on like this. If I were to seek her
hand through the matchmaker and go through the usual cere-
monies, it would take several months. By that time you might as
well look for me in the dried-fish shop.7 Don't you have any better
suggestion to make?"
"My mistress," the maid said, "is so chaste and proud that not
even her elders dare to say anything improper in her presence,
much less a mere servant like myself. However, she is skilled in
composition and is often lost in sadness and admiration when she
chants to herself her favorite verses. Why don't you try to provoke
her with a love poem? I cannot think of anything better than this."
Chang was delighted and immediately composed two poems and
gave them to the maid. That evening Hungniang returned and
gave Chang a sheet of decorated paper, saying, "This is from my
mistress." It bore the title "The Bright Moon of the Three Times
Five Night," and the poem ran:
I wait for the moon in the western chamber;
I greet the wind with the door ajar.
When against the wall the flower shadows stirred,
I thought it was my lover coming.
Chang saw the significance of the message. It was then the
evening of the fourth day after the first decade of the second
month. East of the wall of Tsui's compound there was an apricot
tree which he could climb and thereby get over the wall. On the
night of the full moon Chang used the tree as a ladder and went
over the wall. When he reached the western chamber the door was
half open with Hungniang sleeping on the bed. He awakened her
* "For I shall be as dead and withered as the fish." A stock expression of great